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Summary: 


Exactly what it says on the tin. 


Piers Is a Psynergy-Happy Dummy 
Author's Note: 


I'm a big sucker for mana drain whoop........... Also 
there's no Kraden because eff that guy. 


With a massive burst of sharpened ice from the ground, the 
battle against the agitated wyvern flock was ended, sending 
the beasts flapping frantically through the air in a tactical 
retreat. The four adventurers relaxed, though three sets of 
eyes were soon focused on the fourth. 


“Don’t you think you should take it easy with the psynergy?” 
Jenna asked Piers, sheathing her shortsword at her waist. 
“You’ve been using it an awful lot since we left Kibombo.” 


Piers shook his head, though the action seemed to make him 
dizzy; he held his hand on his head to steady himself. “The 
sooner | get back to my ship, the better,” he replied. 
“Besides, | don’t think Madra’s that far off, | can rest up there 
if you all insist...” 


Sheba sighed. “You can’t just go using your psynergy all 
willy-nilly, Piers,” she gently scolded. “We don’t really have 
the supplies to keep up with you.” 


“I’m fine,” Piers said. “Felix will back me up.” He turned 
expectantly to Felix, who to his dismay, also looked 
concerned. 


“Your nose is bleeding,” the Venus adept pointed out. 


Blinking slowly, Piers brought a finger to his nose. It came 
away slick with blood. “I-l’m fine,” he insisted again, 
hurriedly wiping away the rest of the blood on the back of 


his hand. “I just--just need to rest a moment...” He swayed 
dangerously, then lost all sense of balance and began to 
topple over. 


Felix was quick to react, rushing forward to catch the 
swooning Lemurian before he hit the ground. “You are 
definitely not fine,” Felix said, lifting him up in his arms and 
holding him securely against his chest. Piers whined in 
protest, but seemed too mentally exhausted to make a 
verbal argument. “Jenna, can you go scout out a campsite?” 


Jenna rolled her eyes. “I told him to take it easy hours ago,” 
she said, but went off to find a safe place to make camp. 


Sheba approached Felix and Piers, regarding the latter 
critically. “Psynergy exhaustion... | haven’t had to deal with 
that since | was a child. He must not be used to 
adventuring.” 


Piers glowered weakly at her, but made no attempt at a 
rebuttal, instead opting to turn his face aside and bury it in 
Felix’s chest. Felix smiled. “Hopefully he’ll learn from this 
experience...” 


Jenna soon returned to lead them to a suitable place to set 
up camp, a small cave set into a cliff wall. It was still light 
out by the time they reached the cave, so Felix left to hunt 
while Jenna gathered firewood and Sheba prepared tea and 
medicine for Piers. Piers himself was bundled up in his 
bedroll and settled down on the cave floor. Felix noted with 
some satisfaction that the ailing adept seemed to have 
fallen asleep along the way to the cave; at least he would be 
getting plenty of rest. 


By the time it was dark out, the little cave was well-lit by the 
fire that Jenna had assembled. Felix had succeeded in taking 
down a wyvern straggler for their dinner--not the tastiest 


meat, but it would keep them going. Sheba had brewed up 
enough of her medicinal tea for the whole group to share, 
and she had set the last serving aside for Piers. 


Piers opened his eyes and was almost immediately reminded 
of what happened; his head was throbbing and he felt 
weaker than he’d ever been. With a groan, he shut his eyes 
again. Psynergy exhaustion... How could he have forgotten 
that troublesome facet of life as an adept? 


“Look who’s awake,” he heard Felix say, and he managed to 
squeeze his eyes open once more. The venus adept was 
hovering over him like a concerned parent, his long brown 
hair hanging down over his shoulder. “I was getting worried. 
You've been asleep for hours.” 


Piers felt even more foolish now, forcing his allies to watch 
over him like he was some sick child. “I’m sorry,” he 
murmured, looking up at Felix apologetically. “I’ve caused all 
this trouble...” 


Felix shook his head, taking a seat next to Piers. “It happens 
to everyone,” he reassured him. “You’ve probably not had to 
pace yourself like this before, right? Given where you’re 
from?” 


Piers sighed and nodded. “In Lemuria, there was something 
in the air that kept my psynergy from draining too fast... If it 
ever did drain out, the spring water took care of me or any 
other adept that needed it.” 


“Sounds wonderful,” Felix said with a grin. “Here--Sheba 
made some tea that'll help.” He turned away for a moment, 
then returned with a steaming cup of something that 
smelled strongly of mint and other herbs Piers couldn’t 
identify. “Ah, do you need some help..?” 


Sheepish, Piers managed a weak nod; he wasn’t sure he 
could even sit up on his own in this state. Felix smiled kindly 
and set the cup down, then gently looped his arm around 
Piers’s waist. With all the care one would afford a newborn 
kitten, he pulled Piers up from inside his bedroll and 
propped him up against the cave wall. The movement sent 
his head spinning, but he squeezed his eyes shut and tried 
to ignore it. “The first couple sips will be like a kick in the 
mouth,” Felix warned him, bringing the mug up to his lips. 
“But you'll feel so much better, | promise.” 


Piers eyed the mug suspiciously, but decided that a kick in 
the mouth would be better than being carried more. “Okay, 
l'Il drink it.” Cheeks reddening, he opened his mouth for the 
tea. Felix carefully poured in a little. 


‘A kick in the mouth’ was an understatement. Piers’s poor 
sheltered tongue was assaulted with a strong, minty taste 
unlike anything he’d tried before. He forced himself to 
swallow, then immediately went into a coughing fit in 
rebellion against the taste. “Sounds like someone’s drinking 
my tea!” came Sheba’s sing-song voice from the other side 
of the cave. Piers muttered a curse in Old Lemurian before 
cautiously accepting more tea from Felix. Before too long, 
and with minimal coughing, he had downed the whole cup. 


“How do you feel?” Felix asked, setting the cup down. 


“Better,” Piers admitted, after a moment to take inventory of 
his various ailments. His head still hurt, but significantly less 
than before; he found he could move on his own without 
much complaint from his body; and although he was still 
tired, he was certainly not about to pass out. “... Thank you, 
Felix,” he said, cautiously standing up to make sure he was 
able to do so. “I’m sorry for making you worry and play 
nursemaid.” 


Felix smiled, standing up as well and leaning on the cave 
wall. “It’s no problem,” he said. “That’s what friends do, 
right? We look out for and take care of each other. Honestly, 
I’m just glad you’re okay.” 


Piers blushed faintly, touched by Felix’s words. “Friends, 
eh...?” He managed a smile of his own. “lIl be sure to return 
the favor, Felix.” 


They joined the girls by the campfire, and Piers managed to 
wolf down a good portion of the wyvern meat as the other 
three traded stories and made plans for the coming day. He 
soon found himself drowsing; though he was no longer 
exhausted, he was still quite tired. Before he realized it, he 
was fast asleep, leaning against Felix with his head nestled 
in the crook of his neck. 


“Poor guy’s really tired,” Jenna noted, as Felix carefully 
removed himself from Piers and picked the Lemurian up in 
his arms again. “We'll have to keep an eye on him so he 
doesn’t exhaust himself again.” 


“I think he’ll be fine,” Felix said, tucking Piers back into his 
bedroll as he did before. “Though, | wouldn’t exactly be 
opposed if he decided to sleep on me more often...” 


